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Nor in what speech he sang inaudibly,

But watched his working fingers and quick lips

As with a passionate and loathing fear,

And could not speak nor smite him; and methotight

That this was David; and he knew my heart,

How fain I would have smitten him, and laughed

As 'twere to mock my helpless hands and hate.

So drove we toward a rock whereon one sat

Singing, that all the highest air of heaven

Was kindled into light therewith, and shone

As with a double dawn; stars east and west

Lightened with love to hear her, and the sky

Brake in red bloom as leaf-buds break in spring,

But these bore fires for blossoms : then awhile

My heart too kindled and sprang up and sang

And made sweet music in me, to keep time

With that swift singing; then as fire drops down

Dropped, and was quenched, and in joy's stead I felt

Fear ache in me like hunger; and I saw

These were not stars nor overhead was heaven,

But a blind vault more thick and gross than earth,

The nether firmament that roofs in hell,

And those hot lights were of lost souls, and this

The sea of tears and fire below the world

That still must wash and cleanse not of one curse

The far foul strands with all its wandering brine :

And as we drove I felt the shallop's sides,

Sapped by the burning water, plank from plank

Severing; and fain I would have cried on God,

But that the rank air took me by the throat;